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Wounded men usually were self-possessed and brave. Field
surgeons—the wise men o£ the army—attributed this to the
man's certain knowledge that he was going to be transported
to the rear and, for a period at least, if not for good, would
be spared the dangers and discomforts of the line. There is
nothing glorious about modern war. The World "War was
as near hell on earth as could be made.
Yet there were innumerable instances, too, of coolness in
situations of grave danger that suggest bravado. During the
first Battle of the Somme in 1916, a few hundred meters
beyond Fricourt we found a British subaltern under a pup
tent pitched low over one of the thousands of shell-holes,
lolling back in a folding chair and enjoying afternoon tea.
His orderly had prepared it, and it was tea-time. There was
also the story many months later of the British General who
rejected the alarm of a German surprise advance until he
had finished his bath. He escaped capture almost literally in
the altogether.
The Americans, however, fought the war hard, and with
all the discomforts. American correspondents who had
covered the British and the French before our own troops
began to get to France learned this to their own discomfort.
I spent six weeks with the American First Division in Picardy
sector, southwest of Montdidier. Incidentally I learned more
about the habitat of rats than seemed possible. We shared
dugouts with them by day, and came rat-like out from our
underground holes by night. Meanwhile, the Germans un-
ceasingly plastered the countryside with steel, high explosives,
and gas. Our engineers estimated that the Germans were giv-
ing us about a thousand shells every hour over the division
area. And this area was not so large when called upon to
share several shells each and every minute of the day and
night.

